THOUGHTS AND FANCIES
But the Dana floweth still
Under Buck's storied bill,
And the watchers ever guard the undying flame.
There are steadfast men and true
Who keep state and order due,
Till the writs bear once again the kingly name.
Gracious lady, watch and pray
In thine exile far away
For the breaking of the dawn when thy son
comes to his own ;
When by open act and free
A consenting world shall see
The heir of ages mount his father's throne.
When St. Istvan shall have crowned him
And his lieges rallied round him
(As at Pozsonyl Queen Maria and her son)
With an " Eletunkert" swelling
From the joy of full hearts welling,
What was fallen shall be lifted, what was lost
again be won.
Our valiant dead shall bless him
And our loyal quick confess him
From Istvaa on through Hunyadyl unto Horthy
all the years,
And God shall guide his hand
In healing o'er his land,
And he shall wipe away his nation's tears*
1 The " y w is mute.
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